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Eating ice cream with Scoops Steve and a very sticky makeout. 


Ocean of Flavor 


It’s a stifling hot night and the humidity is causing your work 
uniform to stick to you in all the wrong places. The mall’s been 
closed for at least fifteen minutes, but there are still cars making their 
way out of the parking lot and you cringe back a little every time a 
pair of headlights sweeps past your perch on the stone retaining wall 
outside JCPenney. 


You glance over your shoulder at the darkened entrance doors. 
Yow’re near desperate for ice cream after your twelve hour shift, and 
usually it doesn’t take him this long. Maybe he forgot? 


You’re trying to decide if itd be too embarrassing to go in there and 
find him or if you should just stop and get a milkshake on your way 
home when the doors finally swing open, revealing a disheveled 
Steve Harrington carrying two cones stacked high with ice cream. 
Your stomach does a flip, and you’d only be fooling yourself if you 
said it was just for the ice cream. You’ve been crushing on Steve for a 
while, ever since you first saw him serving cones in that ridiculous 
sailor hat, though he looks especially good tonight without it. 


“Butter pecan for the lady,” he says, handing you your cone before 
hoisting himself up onto the wall next to you. 


“Finally,” you sigh, licking a drip off the bottom scoop. “My knight in 
a shining blue sailor uniform.” 


He smiles at you, his face only half illuminated by the yellow glow of 
the parking lot lights, and takes a bite of his own ice cream cone. 


“How was Stride Rite today?” he asks as you try not to notice the 
way his tongue darts out to lick a bit of mint chocolate chip off his 
bottom lip. 


You make a non-committal noise and shrug and take another lick of 
ice cream. 


“That great, huh?” Steve smirks 


When you applied for a summer job at the mall, you’d been hoping 
for Waldenbooks. Maybe Sam Goody. Hell, even Claire’s wouldn’t 
have been so bad. But the only offer you’d gotten was from the 
children’s shoe store, and now you spend your days surrounded by 
the smell of feet, wrangling unwilling children into ugly shoes at the 
direction of their parents. 


The saving grace of the summer so far is that you can go for ice 
cream on any of your breaks, which you decide to do quite often. It 
helps that Steve is usually slinging the scoop at Scoops Ahoy, with his 
charming smile and flirty quips. You know his coworker—Robin, you 
think—gives him a hard time about not being able to get a girlfriend, 
but you enjoy their banter enough to keep your crush a secret, even 
after you started meeting for post-mall-closing after work ice cream. 


“Not bad enough that it can’t be cured with ice cream,” you say, 
happily licking away. 


“Good.” He pushes his shoulder into yours, hard enough that your 
arm jerks up, smearing ice cream all over your mouth, nearly up to 
your nose. 


“Hey!” you laugh, trying to lick it off with your tongue. 


“Oh, you missed a little—” He teases, reaching forward and swiping 
his thumb across the corner of your mouth. Then his tongue darts 
out, and he licks the smidge of ice cream off his hand. 


“Thanks,” you say, more breathless than you expect to be. 


“No problem,” he grins, but he doesn’t go back to eating his ice 
cream. Instead he turns his body more toward you and leans into 
your space. His hand comes back up to your face, and he brushes his 
fingers lightly over your lips just before his mouth meets yours. 


It’s a soft and unhurried kind of kiss that you feel all the way to your 
toes. He tastes like mint and chocolate, and when he slides his tongue 
into your mouth, you forget you’re holding an ice cream cone and try 
to push your hands toward his hair, smearing ice cream all over the 
side of his face in the process. 


“Oh my god, I’m so sorry,” you say, breaking away but unable to hide 
your giggle. He swipes through the ice cream on his cheek with his 
fingers and then swipes it over your lips. Your tongue instinctively 
darts out to lick it off, catching the sticky tips of his fingers. 


He makes a noise low in his throat and lunges forward to capture 
your lips again, open-mouthed and hungry. You knew Steve 
Harrington could kiss—you’d heard the rumors after all—but you 
didn’t know he could kiss like this. 


You hear a wet splat on the parking lot next to you, and then his 
hand is on your hip, pulling you closer, ice cream covered fingers 
brushing bare skin just above your jeans. 


“Were so sticky,” you breathe, laughing against his lips. You don’t 
want to let go of your ice cream, but it’s starting to melt all over your 
hand and you’re desperate to run your fingers through his hair, so 
you drop it on the ground next to his. He trails wet kisses down your 
neck as your fingers stroke his scalp. 


“Well, you did just set sail on the ocean of flavor,” he says. “What did 
you expect?” He pulls you closer, bumping his nose against yours, 
and catches your next giggle with his lips. 


